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de The Cancer Hospital (Free), Brompton, Should Servants Smoke ?P 
ne 
London, S.W. [A lady wrote the following letter to a Surrey newspaper: ‘I 
at THE 49th annual meeting of the governors of this charity was held should like to be allowed to warn ladies relative to servant girls 
he | in the board room of the hospital on Wednesday, the 28th February, smoking. I intend for the future, when writing for a girl's 
a Sir George S. Measom, J.P., presiding. From the report of the character, to ask this question, ‘ Does she smoke?’ I have had to 
- | : committee it appeared that during the past year 2,464 new patients discharge a girl of 20 for smoking.’’ Answer apprehended—“ She 
i were treated, 827 being in and 1,637 out-patients, whilst the total constantly fumes.”’| 
n’ | : number of attendances of out-patients was 12,448. Themostmodern | eee ee ee ¢ 
a a | advances in operative surgery have been noted and introduced | af a ae ti py —_ nae _— 
into the practice of the hospital, and numerous operations of a | aia eo ey Mipeos 
: p . ae Why should not Jane enjoy that treat 
ed serious character, which would have been utterly impossible a few | brat speedier galh ey 8 a 
ed years ago, have been performed with remarkably successful results. | Of wihace hin, ee “ry ; 
It was reported that the committee had under consideration a | Something soothing, For her Los 
ur ~~ Is often hard enough ; 
ly | scheme for the improvement of the nurses’ quarters, and the | And eo  hebity ani: © Whew ant 
ine chairman asked for help from all so as to assist in carrying out this | Sages Bite, 9% 
- ; Let her have a nice ‘ puff’? 
at much-needed alteration. The Samaritan Funds had proved of great | 
ot advantage to the patients in assisting them to go to their own A briar pipe, I do not say 
nd} homes and to convalescent homes. Several letters of thanks from Woauld look exactly well ; 
patients who had been admitted and discharged were read at the And, though Jane is of ‘common clay,” 
es meeting, which show the gratitude and appreciation of the manner A clay would strongly smell ; 
id in which they had been treated. The report and balance sheet were But let her smoke a cigarette 
to | adopted, and the usual votes of thanks accorded, after which the When her day’s toil is o’er, 
a proceedings terminated. With harmless coffee for a *‘ wet,” 
in | THE Lonpon SxetcH Cius.—The private view of the fourth And she would ask no more! 
n exhibition of sketches by the members of the London Sketch Club A puff would very oft, I’m sure, 
re was held on Saturday, 10th instant, at the Modern Gallery, 175, Keep her from being fart ; 
ok Bond Street, W., and the exhibition will be open to the public | That endless bell she would endure, 
r. until the 29th inst. The catalogue contains several illustrations And work with a good heart, 
O- from the members’ works in the exhibition. During the exhibi- For servants, as with those above, 
tion a conversazione will be held by the members. All have their whims and needs ; 
ae eae sia Some flowers very greatly love, 
And some are fond of weeds ! 
Misunderstood. : a 





‘“ Wat did you say ye be?’ asked the farmer of the somewhat 
shabby-looking stranger. 
" ‘I’m a chiropodist.”’ 
) S ‘‘ An’ wot be that ? ” 
“‘ A corn-cutter.”’ ' 
Well,” said the farmer, ‘‘if you should hap to be down in these 
parts next autumn I can gie yea job. I’m growin’ corn on a big 
scale this year.” 
_“T don’t cut that sort of corn,” said the chiropodist, rather 
indignantly.” ‘I cut corns on people’s feet.” 

‘“‘On people’s feet!’ exclaimed the disgusted farmer, who had 
never heard of such a calling. ‘‘ Do ye mean to say that ye maul 
other people’s feet about? Well, all I can say is, you’re ‘ playin’ it 
pretty low down’! 





The Wearing of the Green. 
‘Twas the eighth day of March, did you hear all Hurray ? 
That Victoria, our Empress, the beloved, the pure, 
Pronounced that Her “‘ brave Irish soldiers "’ should wear 
A “sprig of the shamrock ” on St. Patrick’s birthday, 
Tnat’s one more Irish grievance removed from the tale 
Poor O’Brien every year has been wont to regale ; 
| House of Commons and others he terms “ those blackguards,” 
Shure Victoria’s outvied him with ‘‘ Her Irish Guards!” 
To “Drown deep the Shamrock,” and the “Irish Guards” 


toast, i 
On St. Patrick’s Day, be every Irishman’s boast. 
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Tommy (setting down the paper).—‘‘ Better news again this evening. 
chance, and they will go on with the champagne until it is all done.’ 
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VIEWS OF THE CAMPAIGN. 


Sir Michael is ‘ Wide.”’ 


[**In the time of Edward VI. there was a general tax on beards.” 


—Globe, 


March 6th.) 


JOHN BULL: 

Ou, prithee change, by hook or crook 
Thy tactics, Micky Hicks! 

Oh, learn a lesson from the book 
Of good old Edward Six! 

I don’t the Latin grammar mean 
Which bears his name sublime— 

I bid thee search, with studious e’en, 
The Hansard of his time. 

Before thy Budget's framed, dear lad, 
Think well what sapient ways 

The then-existent Hicks-Beach had, 
His revenues to raise. 

And (since thou needs by some device 
Musi “ tap” me) let not mine 

Own national beverage rise in price 


In wholesomeness decline! 


’ 





I told you not to be discouraged. 















Only give our soldiers the 


Str MICHAEL :— 


Friend John, I.fain would do what thou 
Suggestest—-yes, I would; 


For in th 


e land are beards enow 


To raise a reckoning good. 
And ne’er a bearded man, I’ll swear, 


W ould 


such an impost mind; 


But, ere a month, John—tell me where 
A bearded man I’d find! 

The rhino-raiser who essayed 
Such means would merely be 

A raiser of the razor trade 
In Sheffield Town, you see! 

Though on the luxuries of the rich 


I'd like 


, for dibs, to drop, 


What boots to tax a luxury which 
(If taxed) would—go off pop ? 


Who care 


And he 
Would sh 


Can't 


s for chins, so hearts be cheered ? 
, who with no tear 
ear and shed the British beard, 


pare the British beer! 
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The Khaki Craze. 


No matter where you wander now, 
It’s khaki everywhere ; | 
The looms are all run out, they say, 
There’s not a yard to spare. 
The “‘ Absent-Minded Beggar ” garb 
At present is the rage ; 
Behind each bar the khaki maids 
Your nightly thirst assuage. 
The music halls are full of it, 
, And so’s the patriot stage. 
My lady’s bought a “sweet ” new 
blouse 
Of—khaki, need I say ? 
In countless windows, on my brain, 
It haunts me every day. 
The weather, too, has caught the craze, 
It’s going to the dogs, 
With khaki-coloured slush galore, 
And ditto ditto fogs. 
My barber yesterday desired 
To dye my upper lip 
The tint that dogs me every day— | 
I scorned his hirsute tip. | 
A khaki orchid soon we'll see, 
We've got “ the khaki vote,” 
Trim khaki dolls, and writing pads | 
To hold our khaki note. 
In fact I fear the flowers of spring, 
The snowdrop once we knew, 
The daisy and the daffodil, 
Will bloom a khaki hue. 
And very soon, ere winter wanes, 
The jaundiced colour will be 
Almost as irritating as 
The mania of Trilby! 


ee 





“The Light that Failed.” 
Daughter (sentimentally).—‘‘ Oh, papa, 

George is the light of my life! ” 

Papa (growlingly).—* Then I wish 


he’d shed sufficient light to illuminate | 
the parlour, and lessen the gas bill!” | 








Won’t Give In. | 


[The Mafeking inhabitants are re- 
duced to utilising stray dogs for soup.] 


THEY may be ‘ going to the dogs,” 
For lack of bullocks and of hogs, 
But the Boers cannot hound them 
down— 
Three cheers for this brave little 
town. 


—_ — 








Sold. 


‘“‘ THESE stupid tradespeople never by any chance spell my name 
right,” said Llewellyn, opening a memorandum from his boot- 
maker. 

“‘That’s not very surprising,” said Smith; ‘‘ you should see some 
of the bills down in my part of the country. There is one man I 
get coal from who takes the bun for orthography. I'll bet you 
half-a-crown you don’t guess in three tries how he spells ‘ coke.’ ” 

“Done! I take that. K-O-K-E?” 

‘ No.”’ ‘ 

‘Ah, I think I have it. 
Is it C-O-A-K?” 

“No; that’s two shots.” 

“Well, then, it must be K-O-A-K.”’ 

‘No; you have lost; that’s the third guess.” 

‘Then how the deuce can he spell it ?”’ 

‘“‘C-O-K-E, dear boy. Hand over!” 

It took all that half-crown’s worth of drinks to cool Llewellyn’s 
righteous indignation. 


He would judge by the analogy of coal, 

















ADMIRERS OF THEIR GALLANT GENERAL. 


First Trooper.—* What do you think of him?” oa 
Second Trooper.—‘* Well, he may be French by name, but he’s British by na‘ure.”’ 


X. W. Z. 


Some conscience-stricken individual sent £8 14s. to the Chancellor 
of the Exchequer, alleging the remittance to be in respect of unpaid 
income tax, and submitted also particulars of the income. How 
this individual must have suffered from thoughts of having left 
undone those things that should have been done. Possibly the 
same individual could nct sleep at nights for the withholding 
the, as he or she thought, justly payable tax. This haunting 
trouble could be endured no longer. ‘ I will arise and go to the Post 
Office and purchase postal orders, and, together with an account of 
my annual earnings, send same to the Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
identified by the letters X.W.Z.’’ The individual did so, and hence- 
forth walked freely, enjoying that peace of mind and presenting 
that unruffled visage which respectively abide with that individual 
who can look the whole world in the face when he owes not any 
man. Now, let X.W.Z. search the agony column of the Times of 
the 7th instant, and read, mark, learn, and inwardly digest the 
announcement that all his or her mental torment and method of 
expiation were vain. The Chancellor of the Exchequer announces 
that income tax is not payable, and that the money will be re- 
turned upon sending name and address. There’s a pretty tale. 








leg a eT a 


—— ye 
ve J 
Br at mine ape 
St a re 


Nadantlassaummedetameie-o ties ad 


= rd 
te She rit 


— 
sate Vettel Seaton 


Gtr a 


e nvool ane Mee ——s > 

: eoris - grlbee 

i ee te la A eater eR, ee Sieg cain. 
pee oe 






































































‘ 
EAP: 2 etl 


a 
- 
Oh AN CONT 


Ata 8 ae ~ m 


cre eer 


St peed 
7 


Ca a > haecmntocntpin 


SS ae 
Ea eee atten 
nem PAN Noe reer. = arehnenher akin ee gue 






















































































MarcH 13, 1900, 


—<—$<$—$—$$< 











~~. 
— —-* 
Pas —— — 
6 Welo« — 
W hin Sow’ Ag 
~ Tae 
Ke ep 








~ 





iN 


aoe AS 


\ 





r 


NY 
ww 


We 


AON << 


y 


\) Zs 


vr 
YN 


‘ 


Ss 


sé 


Policeman. 


“a 


—_ 
~@ 
- 
~e 







- 
a -~ 
ae — ee 














— a as 
= a * - 
ui a 
A Yn 


ae 





‘*Soam |!” 


The Reckoning! 


JouHN Buy (with gusto) :— 


Since I reached th s salle d manger 
I've been pleasantly employed ; 
And the Boar's head 4 la Cronje 

I have very much enjoyed. 

For it’s quite beyond all question 
That my insular digestion 

Must be treated with discretion, 
And kept solidly employed ; 
When I'm fed on kickshaws sickly, 
It’s been found, I very quickly 
Make the landlord the confession 
That I’m very much annoyed. 
When a man is not an oaf, a 

Solid dish alone will do; 

And Majuba Hash rechauffé, 

And Gladstonian Irish Stew, 

Are distinctly out of fashion ; 


I 


And the Briton has a passion 
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Kruger Pie will not 
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Though the crust may be unpleasant, 
Still I mean to see it through ! 
As the bill I’ve got to pay, 
I shall have a feast to-day, 
Wouldn’t vou ? 

Hicks Bracu (presenting bill) :— 
Let me see —there’s Roberts’ Pickles— 
And there’s French’s fine Kop Ale— 

And the palate that it tickles 
To belaud it cannot fail. 
Then there’s pepper made by Buller, 
That it’s flavour’s always fuller 
Than is usually expected, 
I will readily go bail! 
Then there’s Khartoum’s famous 
mustard ; 
And there’s Brabant’s Orange custard; 
And there’s sucking-boer dissected 
Ere it learnt to wag its tail. 
You've had dishes most expensive, 
You've had dishes rich and rare : 


A REMINISCENCE. 


Hi, Policeman! stop him—he’s running away 


| 





——__ 


And you’ve shown your satisfaction 
With tbe flavour of the fare. 
And the sum for you civilians, 

Is just six and sixty millions, 

And I did it by subtraction— 

And you really mustn’t swear. 

For a meal you'll never find, 

Any cheaper, of it’s kind, 

Anywhere! 


JOHN BuLu (astonished) :— 
Come, I say, you’re rather early ; 
That’s a precious heavy bill ! 
I am not a miser surly, 
But, I take it, rather ill 
That you charge such heavy prices— 
Though your catering so nice is 
That I’ve asked for many dishes, 
Still I haven’t had my fill. 
And I’d also like to mention 
That I thought ’twas your intention 
To obey my slightest wishes, 
And I really hope you will. 
Though to satisfy my inner 
Man, I’m dining here to-cay— 
There’ll be lots left after dinner, 
And I really, sir, must say: 
Though I eat enough for twenty, 
There will certainly be plenty 
For the people who succeed me, 
And their portion they should pay. 
Such a system surely lax is. 
And it certainly a tax is 
That you come to me and bleed me, 
In this calm collected way ! 
For the tons of solid meat 
My posterity will eat, 
Let them pay ! 


For that income-tax a shilling, 

Is enough to make one fret— 

Though to pay, you think I’m willing, 
Your extortion you'll regret ; 

And you'll find, a little later, 
I shall get another waiter. 

At your Budget I’m dumbfounded, 
You’re the sharpest sharp I’ve met. 
If I rap a little curse out, 

When If have to pull my purse out, 

Well, you needn’t look astounded— 
For I haven't finished yet! 

For that Kruger Pie I’m waiting, 
And that Joubert Salad, too; 

Though to wait is irritating, 

I will see this dinner through. 
Then, I wait, with agitation 
For that ‘sweet’ called ‘‘annexation,”’ 

Though it’s not upon the menu 
Nothing else you'll find will do ; 
Now the piping I am paying, 

It's my tune, I’ll have him playing, 

See the cooks about it; they knew 
I should want it! Didn’t you? 

Wantatip? Ah, yes, you bet! 

I’ve a ‘‘ sack” that you may get— 

Will that do? 
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Capture of “Long Tom.” 


Our men have long longed to capture 
“Long Tom,” and now this has been 
achieved, so a “long account ” has been 
settled with the Boers, for this gun was@ 
perfect bore. To the naval men—the 
‘ sonsofa gun "—belongs the chief credit 

f this performance, and we think they 
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THE RECKONING. 


“YOU'RE EARLIER THAN USUAL WITH YOURBILL. I HAVEN’T FINISHED 


(For Cartoon Verses, see page 84.) 
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Manners and Customs; or, A Keen Sense 
of Duty. 


A PATRIOTIC FARCE IN TWO SCENES. 


DRaAMATIS PERSONZ :— 


GOMES cc ccedcccers A Wine and Spirit Merchant. 
BEE iveddeces weeeeee A Tea Merchant. 

and 
Robinson ......+++++e-- A Tobacco Manufacturer. 


Scene 1.—Outside the Mansion House. 
Time: March Ist. 


(Curtain rises and discovers Jones, Brown, and Robinson dis- 
cussing the news of the day.) 


Jones.—“ Yes, I think the tide has turned, I do, indeed. This 
relief of Ladysmith is most opportune—that’s what I call it, 
opportune,” 

Brown.—“‘I think myself that the Government has done very 
well, very well, indeed. But the country has done well, too. A 
wave of “se gegaye has passed over us almost unparalleled in its 
magnitude.” 

Robinson.—“ You're right! As I have always said, if England 
to herself be true, then come the three corners of the world in 
arms, and we shal] knock them !”’ 

Brown.—“ Shock them, you mean.” 

Robinson.—-‘ Well, it’s the same thing. But, do you know, I 
think I shall take a half-holiday to-day. I have a swelling feeling 
about the chest, almost military in its intensity, which will unfit 
me for business. I shall buy a penny flag and stop here and 
cheer.” 

Brown.—“ I expect there will be a beastly crowd presently. I 
shall buy a sixpenny flag, and have a penny ride on an omnibus to 
Charing Cross, it is cheap and refreshing.” 

Jones.—‘‘I think Brown’s idea is not half bad, really! The 
sight of a British merchant waving a cheap flag from the roof of an 
omnibus is, I think, calculated to inspire the foreigner with awe. I 
shall certainly vote for a ’bus tour.’’ 

Robinson.—*“ Well, shark arson goo,as they say in Gaelic, I 
shall stop here. The Lord Mayor very likely will come out and 
speak to us.” 

Brown.—" Does he speak well ?”’ 

Robinson.—‘“ I really don’t know. I have never seen or heard 
him. But there is alook of proud and self-reliant patriotism ont he 
face of his State coachman, which I have found very soothing in 
moments of national despondency.”’ 

Brown.—** Well, I’m not bigoted; so long as I purchase a penny 
flag, I feel as if I could be happy anywhere to-day.” 

Jones.—‘' Perhaps we had better keep together. After all there 
is something about an English crowd that stirs the martial blood of 
a warrior race; and if you button your coat up your watch is 
generally safe,and you can let your patriotic ardour have full 
play.”’ 

Robinson.—‘ Yes, the English people can be trusted in times of 
national peril to rise to the occasion.” 

Brown.—"* True. But I make it a rule, in times of great rejoicing, 
to leave my watch at home.” 

Robinson.—“ I think that’s carrying caution to an excess, I do, 


indeed. I have never had my trust betrayed.” 

Jones.—*‘I agree with Robinson—only as mine is an eighty- 
guinea lever- ‘ 

Brown.—* And his is a Waterbury.” 


Robinson.—*' Never mind—the principle is the same. However, 
we need not quarrel over a little matter like that, especially on a 
day like this, when the whole city is turning out to do honour to 
our gallant soldiers.”’ 


(Loud cheering from the crowd, which has grcwn very dense.) 


Jones.—‘‘ Hurray!"’ (He waves penny flag furiously.) 

Brown.—“ What is it ?”’ 

Jones.—‘‘ They’ve got a man in khaki and are carrying him 
round. Hurray!”’ 

Robinson.—‘“‘ I wouldn’t have missed this for the world. It 
thrills me. It makes one feel that the Empire is a living reality, 
doesn’t it ?”’ 

Brown.—*' Now they've got a militiaman. 


They’re carrying both 
of ’em round. Hurray—hurray!”’ 


(A tremendous burst of cheering is heard.) 


Jones.—* Ah! There’s the Lord Mayor—he’s saying something, 
I'm sure he’s saying something, I can see his lips moving, 


Hurray ! 




















Robinson.—‘ I told you fso—I knew he would come out. He— 
(looks blank)—why—now, ’pon my word, this is too bad—this 
really is too bad——’”’ 

Jones.—“ Anything wrong? ”’ 

Robinson.—‘“‘ I believe you fellows have been playing a trick upon 
me.” 

Brown.— Not I, I assure you.”’ 

Jones.—** Nor I.” 

Robinson.—“‘ Well, I’ve lost my watch.” 

Jones.— Lucky it was a Waterbury.” 

Robinson.—“ Oh, it’s not the loss of the watch, I care for, it is 
the loss of my faith in human nature Well, I suppose we’ve seen 
enough of this tomfoolery, eh ? ” 

Jones.—‘*I haven’t.” 

Brown.—* Nor I.” 

2obinson.—* Well, I have. Ishall run round to the office, and 
write a few letters, and if you fellows like to remain and make 
asses of yourselves, you may.” 
(Exit Robinson with much dignity.) 


(‘“* Soldiers of the Queen” by the whole strength of the company, and 
Curtain.) 


ScENE II.—Outside the Custom House. 


Time: March dth. 


(Curtain rises and discovers a tremendous crowd of city men 
waiting for the doors toopen. Robinson is standing mopping his head 
as if he has been running.) 


(Enter Jones.) 


Jones.—’‘ Ah, Robinson, old fellow, out early this morning. Any 
news from the war?’’ 

Robinson.—“ Sir, don’t talk to me about the war. I’m sick of 
the war. It has been disgracefully managed. The Budget, I am 
told, will be simply infamous—infamous!”’ 

Jones.— Well, I don’t know, I’m sure. I am going to clear my 
spirits out of bond to-day, and I think it will be a good thing for 
me. The extra duty, whatever it may be, will then be paid by the 
consumer, but not to the Treasury. Oh dear no, it will come into 
my pocket. (Hwms.) ‘The Soldiers of the Queen, my boys’!” 

(Enter Brown, hurriedly). 

Brown.—* Ah, Jones, old man, how are you? Robinson, too; 
bless my life this is most fortunate. I want to clear a lot of tea out 
of bond —and I’m rather short—perhaps you fellows won’t mind 
lending me——”’ 

Jones.—*I should be most happy—but I have only enough in 
hand for my own——”’ 

Robinson.—‘“‘ As far as I’m concerned—I want to raise some 
money myself. I heard from a friend that the tobacco duty goes up 
fourpence—and I’ve got tons of it—and can’t get it out in time.” 
(Weeps.) 

Jones.—‘ Ah, well, we must all make sacrifices, you know, at 
a time like this. We must show our patriotism, Robinson.” 

Brown.—‘ Yes, I agree with Jones—we must be prepared for 
these little things—after all, it is the consumer who will have to 
pay.” 

Robinson.—‘* You may not be aware of it, but you are talking 
rot, absolute rot.”’ 

Jones.—* Tommy (Atkins) rot, I suppose?” 

Robinson.—*‘ Don't mention that man’s name—I'm sick of it.’’ 

Brown.—‘‘ Well, I don’t see what you’re making such a fuss 
about!” 

Robinson.—‘*Oh, you don’t—don't you. You know, I suppose, 
that I make only the best kinds of tobacco—and do you think that 
my customers can charge an extra farthing an ounce? ”’ 

Brown.—‘' No, that’s rather awkward!”’ 

Robinson.—“ Yes, it is awkward—very awkward. This war is an 
iniquitous and a wicked war. I have put my name down on Mr. 
Stead’s committee, and at the next general election I shall vote for 
a Home Ruler.’’ 

Jones.—*I am surprised, Robinson; I thought better of human 
nature—I did, indeed.” 

Brown.—“ I say, you fellows, this is too bad!” 

Jones.—‘* Why, what’s wrong now ?” 

Brown.—“ I’ve just heard that the authorities have refused to 
put extra clerks on—and look at the crowd—why, there’s three 
days’ work for the clerks in front of us now! ”’ . 
tee (pale and trembling).—‘‘ Oh—but—they’ll keep open 

a a 7 


Brown.—“ Oh, no, they won't. I’m told they will close sharp to 


time.”’ 
Jones.—‘‘ Well, it’s too bad, that’s all I can say—too bad.” 
Robinson.—‘' Too bad! Why, it’s robbery—highway robbery; 
that’s what I call it—highway robbery! And all for what—for 4 
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have been prevented had we consented to arbitration.” 


struggling for their independence.” 


territory, who’s fault was that ?”’ 
Robinson.—‘‘ How should I know? 
Hicks Beach was at the bottom of it. 
anything, I don’t like his face.” 
Brown.—“ No more do I. 
you think of your duty and how to do it!” 


afraid it’s not to be done.” 
Robinson.—“ Look, the door is being opened!” 


(The crowd is seen to surge towards the door. 
Robinson hit about them with their wmbrellas. 
are heard. Awful slaughter, and— 


(CURTAIN. ] 





war, which, according to an evening paper of high standing, might 


Brown.—* There’s a good deal in what Robinson has said. 
afraid we have been misled —I do, indeed. After all, the Boers are = 


But my impression is that Le ar 
I believe that man would do I i ian 


It’s a hard face, it’s a face that makes 


Jones.—‘‘ Yes, but how shall we do it? That’s the question. I’m 


Brown, Jones, and 
Screams of agony 


I’m 
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Jones.—‘‘ So they are, and even if they started struggling in our li Agea 
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WE have come to an era when (twisting 


To persist in inanely insisting 
On five as the sum of two two’s. 


Statistics with fearlessness free, 
They will fail in their efforts at changing 
B. P. to P. B.! 


For the great British Public just write me 
B. P. and P. B. for Pro-Boers ; 

And the views which to verses incite me 
Will also, I fancy, be yours. 

For the masses are Massingham spurning, 
And the Stop-the-war Stead cannot see 

The least ghost of a prospect of turning 

B. P. to P. B. 





Things round) certain malcontents choose 


But, though smartly arranging—deranging— 























An Unwarlike Verse. 


‘‘IF you give me your attention, 
I will tell you what I am, 
I’m a public benefactor, 
All other kinds are sham ; 
For I’m never heard explaining 
In a railway train or bar 
How I’d capture wily Kruger 
And complete the present war. 
I have never scribbled letters 
On the War Department’s crimes, 
Or the dreadful deeds of ‘* Joey,” 
To the Telegraph or Times. 
I have never pestered Tommy 
With a patriotic song, 
Or descanted in extenso 
On the hostile ‘‘ Continong.” 
Not a single verse I’ve written 
Re our gallant volunteers, 
For I've really no desire to 
Move these noble men to tears. 
Not an ode have I indited 
To our gin’rals o’er the Vaal 
(Some I’ve read are quite as 
puzzling 
As the dopper’s tricky taal). 
And you never hear me quoting 
Snatches from the ‘‘ A.M.B.,”’ 
Or (sup)posing as an expert, 
When I’ve not been there to see. 
So I feel I am entitled, 
When my doings are reviewed, 
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The Night is Past. 
LADYSMITH RELIEVED. 


By brilliant strategy, Lord Roberts plann’d, 
The weary siege of Ladysmith is raised: 

The circling cordon weaken’d could not stand; 
The brave defenders’ heroism be praised ! 


By stubborn, never-ceasing efforts freed ! 
By pressure terrible, in grimmest strength, 
Sir Redvers Buller’s tactics did succeed 
In driving foes from out Natal—at length. 


The desperate, splendid valour of his troops, 
srilliant, invincible at arms, prevailed 
O’er Nature’s mighty forts, in groups, 
When all the deadly arts of man assailed ! 


In iron scales of war a nation's weigh’'d, 

Found true, or wanting, in this balance sure, 
Britain, triumphant, has the test essay’d, 

For failures, finding remedy, and cure. 


The sense of victory runs swift, like wine, 
All through the Empire’s veins, at conflicts won ; 

The change from gloom to joy’s bright radiant sunshine, 
Is like the lifted mist by magic sun. 


At Netley sad, our tender-hearted Queen, 
To stricken heroes gave, as she believed, 

The finest tonic e’er prescribed or seen, 
Momentous tidings, Ladysmith Relieved ! 


J. H. OaKuey. 

















Nothing Doing at Two-a-Half. 


PUBLISHER STEAD is a clever man, 

And his cleverness ne'er did show its 
Scope in a goodlier purpose than 

When he gave us the “* Penny Poets.” 


3ut loyal John Bull in a very cool 
And very disparaging way quite spots 
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d's e project to found a school 
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Major O'FLANAGAN (WHO PRIDES HIMSELF ON HIS LEGS) IN HOSPITAL, EXHIBITING HIS 
WOUNDED LEG. 
Doctor (inspecting leg).—‘‘ Ah! Major, that’s a very bad leg.” 
Major O'F.—* Call that a bad leg, sorr? I can only tell you this, sorr, that if it 
wasn't for the little a—accident that’s happened to it, it’s jest the leg that 'd kick ye 
for saying so!"’ , 











in General.” 

By Mr. “ Fun’s ” WASHERWOMAN. 

THINGS coudn’t be goin’ on better— 
for us. Everywhere the Boers ‘aye 
turned tail, an’ the British Lion ig 
waggin’ ’is tail in Joyous anticipashun of 
squathin’ the blessed lot for once an’ for 
all. Dr. Leyds, who, in my opinyun, is 
about the worst of the gang, is only 
wastin’ ‘is time an’ money — othur 
people’s money, I s’pose—in tryin’ to 
get othur nations to interfere in our 
affairs, ‘‘The best Leyd(s) plans of mice 
and men,” etseterrer. I do ’ope that 
pore Mafeking will soon be releaved, for 
wen | reads that ’orses an’ stray dorgs are 
bein’ turned into soup it makes my ’eart 
ake an’ my stummick feel a bit 
pecooliar.. Bow-wow soup might be 
strengthenin’ if they coud get the 
dog’s bark into it, though I don’t 
whine for it, but, accordin’ to all 
ackounts, those in Mafeking don’t growl 
at their fare, for they don’t mean to give 
in, no matter wot rations give out. 

The Queen ain’t goin’ to take ’er trip 
to Bordighera this spring, she’s goin’ to 
visit the Emerald Isle. You never 
ketch our Queen trippin’, an’ she thinks 
it ’is ’er dooty to be with ’er people 
durin’ these troublous times. An’ ’ow 
kind she’s been in the war—allus thinkin’ 
of ’er brave soldiers! I feels that loyal 
that I shoud like to go an’ get——a bit 
‘o bread an’ cheese! [And the rest.— 
Ep., Fun.] 

No reasonabel person could object to 
the Budget. The bit more on beer, 
‘bacca, an’ tea—the three things that, 
wether wisely or not, the pore folks like 
most— ain’t enough to make any serius 
diff’rence to retail buyers ; an’, as to the 
income tax, why, s’elp me bob, it’s only 
right that those who have an income to 
come in shoud pay. So from my first 
assershun, I won’t budg(e), it is a good 
Budget. 

I’m afraid that the relief of Ladysmith 
was the cause of a good many people 
relievin' themselves of their joyous 
feelin’s ‘‘no3 wisely, but too well.’ 
Anyway, the Cambridge undergrads ’ad 
a rare ‘‘flare up,” includin’ a big bonfire, 
wich the perlice apparently thought 
was an “‘all-fired’’ shame, so they tried 
to throw “cold water”’ on the under- 
grads’ patriotism, but nothink woud 
damp the latter’s spirits, unless the 
mayor ’as done it by finin’ ’em heavily 
—too heavily, some woud say—but the 
‘Ome Secretary is goin’ to be appealed to 
in the matter. 
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ANDERSON ’S 


CITY OF LONDON 


FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


EVERY DESCRIPTION. 


DRESSINGS 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 





SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 


%” 9 

” - GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 

*” - TAN GLOSS, or 

9 ” 





BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to wear. 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S goods, and be sure you get them. 


Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.C. 
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